CHAPTER 92 


July 15, 2011 


“H-Hey. Umm...” 


It was afterschool when Ai had dragged Justin up to the rooftop. Justin was really 
getting fed up with constantly being pulled away from helping Chie study, and she 
no doubt was going to be pissed about him constantly skipping out on their study 
sessions, but Ai said it was important, so he went all the same. She was stuttering a 
bit over her words as she tried to choke up the words she wanted to say, her voice 
quivering slightly with nervousness. Justin was a little surprised to see the normally 
cool and composed Ai shaking like a blender. 


“You know, | can’t really help you with anything unless you spit it out.” Justin 
remarked sarcastically. Ai in turn only glared at him. 


“I’m getting to it, god!” She shouted, annoyed by Justin’s attempt to rush this along. 
He was sort of hoping to finish this up as quickly as possible so that he could 
possibly make it to the library before Chie got fed up of waiting. Though, given how 
short a fuse she had, Justin wouldn’t be surprised if she already left. Always worth a 
shot, though. Ai’s glare eventually subsided, the tension in her brow disappearing 
before she started to blush slightly. “Th-Thank you for that, last time...” Ai 
stuttered, a bit embarrassed to thank anyone for anything. Justin’ just shot his 
eyebrow up in confusion. 


“What you mean with those kids?” Justin questioned. That was the only thing he 
could think of that he had done for Ai besides bitchign and complaining. Ai nodded 
Slightly. Justin stared at her for a moment before licking his wrist a bit, shaking his 
head a little to each side. “Don’t worry about it. It’s what | do.” 


“| was... you know, happy.” Ai continued, only seeming to blush harder. She was 
avoiding eye contact for some reason, as though too nervous to look Justin in the 
eye. And that concerned him slightly. “I-I'm... I'm in a weird mood... Every time | 
think about what happened, | can feel my heart beat faster, and | hardly sleep at 
night...” Ai tripped over her words slightly, trying to vocalize her thoughts as best as 
she could. Justin twisted his head slightly. He didn’t take Ai as the type to care what 
people said about her. Especially assholes like those guys. 


“Hey, hey... Don’t let what those guys said bring you down. Their insignificant; they 
don’t deserve to lick the dirt beneath your feet.” Justin tried to cheer her up to the 
best of his ability. And it certainly did to an extent; but that’s not what she had been 
so worried about. It had to do with those kids, but not what they said... Perhaps, 
rather what they were told. 


“It’s not that... |...” Ai faltered slightly before stopping for a moment to try and 
gather her thoughts. She barely knew Justin, but he was really the only one she 
trusted to help her with her problems. | mean, he would understand after all, right? 
Even though she had cut Justin off god only knows how many times while he tried to 
mention it, she was very well aware that he was in a relationship with that Satonaka 
girl. She couldn’t see the appeal though, she wasn’t exactly pretty. Still, Justin knew 
what it was like to be in love, perhaps he could help her. “I... | think... What should | 
do? | think I'm... in love.” 


Justin lifted his brow with surprise. Love? You mean to tell me that Ai has a heart 
somewhere in that black hole in her chest? Perhaps Justin was a little less surprised 
by her proclamation to be in love and more so that her love had somehow 
originated with those kids talking shit about her... She couldn’t possibly have fallen 
for any of them, right? So then wh- 


Oh crap. No. NO NO NO NO NO. NOOOOOOOOOOO. NOT AGAIN. 


“Love!?” Justin practically spat out. He had thought that Ai had been referring to 
him. After all, he was the one that came to her defense and damn near beat the shit 
out of those assholes in the hallway, right? He had completely neglected to recall 
that he wasn’t the only one there that had stood up for her. Chie and Daisuke were 
there too, and she obviously wasn’t referring to Chie. Ai blushed harder at the 
words that left her mouth. It was an interesting sensation talking about this stuff 
with someone she barely knew. 


“It's funny, isn't it? Like... why now? | just keep thinking back on that day... And 
about Daisuke-kun...” The wave of relief that shifted over Justin’s face at that very 
moment could be spotted a mile away. A huge crisis was just averted, that much 
was for sure. Justin sighed with slight relief, briefly thanking whatever god had come 
to his aid at that moment in time. “D-Do you know if he has a girlfriend? Do you 
think maybe I'm his type? O-Or do you think he hates... people like me?” Ai started 
to interrogate Justin, hoping he could help cure her heartache. Justin rubbed at his 
chin slightly. 


“Well... | don’t really know Daisuke that well, so | couldn’t really say if he’s seeing 
anyone... But I’m positive he doesn’t hate ‘people like you.’ He wouldn’t have stuck 
up for you if he did.” Justin tried to reassure her slightly. Clearly she had expected 
Justin to be better acquainted with Daisuke than he was; after all, they seemed like 
friends from what she had observed that day. Looks can be deceiving though. 
Regardless, she did find some relief in hearing that Daisuke wasn’t completely out 
of her reach... Though she did need more information than Justin had been able to 
provide. 


“I-I'm not used to things like this... You're the only one | can turn to...” Ai admitted 
Slightly. She was used to being the one that got asked out, not the one who did the 
asking. Justin blushed slightly at her proclamation that Justin was the only one she 
believed could help her with this. They weren’t exactly friends, so to hear that Ai 
trusted him so much... It was a bit strange in all honesty. But then, Justin was a 
strange guy, so it worked out. Her trust wouldn’t be misplaced in him. “C'mon, 
please... You'll help me, right? All | need you to do is... ask him what's his type. 
That's it.” Ai pleaded with him. Justin smirked slightly before making a salute. 


“Justin J. Tylor, Ace Detective, at your services.” Justin remarked sarcastically. He 
was going to say Phelps, but he knew she wouldn’t get the joke. Besides, that was 
more his and Chie’s thing than anything, and he intended to keep it that way. 


“Yo, Justin... What? Do | have something on my face or something?” 


Daisuke had been hanging around near the lockers; mostly because he didn’t have 
practice that day, and Kou had been bugging him a lot about some shit, so he had 
no intention of going to Aiya’s that day. Regardless, it was perfect, because Justin 
could sort this out almost immediately. Ai had been hiding out of sight in the 
hallway nearby, just in audio range, but far enough away that she wouldn’t be seen. 
He didn’t need Daisuke getting scared off if he really did like her... Or if he didn’t. 
Justin smiled a bit as he leaned against the locker next to Daisuke. 


“Hey Daisuke, mind if | ask you something strange?” Justin remarked. Daisuke 
seemed a little confused as to what Justin could be trying to get at, but he was still 
receptive all the same. His smile only faded slightly, instead forming a slight o 
shape with curiosity. 


“Yeah, shoot.” 


“What kind of girl are you into?” Justin questioned, purposely making sure to keep 
Ai’s name out of this. Daisuke seemed confused; though slightly more pissed off 
than anything. 


“Oh don’t even tall me Kou’s got you doing this too.” Daisuke spat out slightly. He 
hadn’t expected Justin to be onboard Kou’s grand scheme of trying to get him to go 
out with a girl. He was onto Kou’s dirty tactics, and he wasn’t going to budge. Justin 
was just confused out of his goddamned mind though. He had only met Kou once or 
twice, so he wasn’t entirely sure what Daisuke was talking about. 


“What? | just wanted to know what you’re looking for in a girl so | can keep an eye 
out for you.” Justin raised his eyebrow a bit. He wasn’t sure about whatever plan it 
was that Kou had contrived, but clearly this line of questioning was going to be a bit 
more difficult with Daisuke. Daisuke frowned and sighed a little bit. He really had no 
intention of getting in a relationship with anyone... Though he supposed if he gave 


Justin a particularly vague answer, he’d be able to get Justin off his back without 
offending anyone. 


“Someone who's a nice person... | guess.” Daisuke shrugged a bit. Justin nodded 
Slightly, before opening his locker. He didn’t need to put anything away or get 
anything out, but he did have a good excuse to leave, tell Ai what he had found out, 
and come back if he needed to press Daisuke for more information. He opened the 
locker door, looking inside for a moment before slamming it shut without taking 
anything. 


“Shit! | think | forgot my English book in class. Hold on, I'll be right back.” Justin 
remarked, giving Daisuke a slight wave before dashing off in the direction of Ai’s 
hiding spot. Daisuke only waved back slightly before going back to leaning against 
his locker. He could believe that excuse easily; mostly because he did it every other 
Tuesday at the very least. Justin skid to a stop in front of Ai, whose face was still 
flustered, anticipating good news. 


“S-So, did you ask him... what kind of girl he likes?” Ai stuttered with nervous 
anticipation. She was hoping Justin bore good news; that she was in fact Daisuke’s 
type of girl. Then she could make her move and put her heart ache to rest. Justin 
nodded and smirked slightly. 


“Yes | did, princess. He was a bit vague, but he said he liked nice girls.” Justin 
recapped the conversation he had with Daisuke briefly. Honestly, Justin had take 
that as a sure sign that Ai was completely fucked in trying to win Daisuke’s heart. 
Let’s be honest; Ai was anything but nice. She’d have to do a complete 180 if that’s 
all he wanted in a girl. And honestly, who could blame him if that’s all he was 
looking for. Looks and all that stuff seemed so irrelevant to Justin, though he’d be 
lying if he said they didn’t help. Point was, personality is greater than appearances. 
And Justin could vouch for that. Ai hung her head slightly, somewhat getting the 
implications as to how that could be bad for her. She knew she could be a bit bitchy 
at times, but was that all she needed to win Daisuke? Maybe what she lacked in one 
area she’d make up for in another. Like beauty. 


“..."Nice"? He didn't say anything about being cute? Not even like, "a beautiful 
woman" or anything like that?” Ai questioned frantically. She could cover that angle, 
no problem. Nice... Not so much. Much to her fear, Justin shook his head a bit. He 
did not mention a single thing about looks. “B-But, every guy wants to be with a 
pretty girl, right? It's the good-looking girls who find love, isn't it!?” 


“Well, being pretty helps, but it’s not the only thing guys look for you know. And for 
the record, it’s the good-looking girls who get married like seven times to complete 
scumbags. That’s not love.” Justin lectured slightly. If she was only hoping to get 
guys using her looks, she wasn’t going to be very happy in life. Any guy worth 
keeping would care more about her as a person than any superficial appearances. 
Of course, Ai didn’t need Justin’s input. She just wanted to hear what she wanted to 


hear at this point; and she wasn’t going to let this guy lecture her about how she 
should and shouldn’t live her love life. 


“Forget this, I'm tired of beating around the bush. Just go ask him if he's got a crush 
on anyone. What are you waiting for!? Go!” She barked and ordered Justin around. 
It was a wonder Daisuke hadn’t heard her with the way she was shouting. Justin 
rolled his eyes and threw his arms up in defeat as he turned about to make his way 
back to Daisuke. Justin slowly made his way back to the locker that Daisuke had 
been leaning against. Daisuke raised an eyebrow in slight confusion as he came 
back around and leaned against the locker next to him. 


“Where’s your English book?” 


“| just remembered | lent it to Chie.” Justin lied, sighing slightly as he tried to sell 
the illusion. Daisuke was a bit skeptical, but otherwise he believed Justin. | mean, 
that seemed like an awfully convenient excuse... “So... Got your eye on anyone?” 


“What is with all these questions?” Daisuke questioned with irritation. Seriously, it 
was bad enough he had been getting this crap from Kou and Yu. He didn’t need 
Justin doing it too. Justin shrugged slightly. 


“I’m just curious | guess. How ‘bout Ai; she seems like your type.” Justin plugged 
Ai’s name in, hoping to maybe get a reaction out of Daisuke. Well he certainly did; it 
was one of shock and surprise. And not necessarily in a good way. Daisuke thought 
Ai was alright, but he certainly had no real attraction to her. | mean, how could he? 
He never saw her because she never actually showed up to do her job managing 
the team, and when she did, she was a complete bitch. He supposed she was alright 
looking, but it takes a lot more than that to win Daisuke over. 


“Ai...? Like our manager, Ai? Not interested. We done playing 20 questions?” 
Daisuke questioned. Justin bit his bottom lip slightly; this was not going to be easy 
news to break to Ai. Luckily it seemed he didn’t need to... She had been standing 
near the corner of the hallway, listening intently on the conversation, hoping to hear 
from Daisuke himself that he liked her. Instead all she found was dismissal without 
so much of a thought. Kind of ironic when you thought about it. Well, needless to 
say, she didn’t take it to well. Her eyes were full of tears, and she had ran up the 
stairs in a panic. 


“Shit.” Justin mumbled under his breath before turning to Daisuke. “Sorry, got to 
go.” Justin declared before rushing after her, leaving Daisuke behind in his dust. 
Daisuke just raised his eyebrow in confusion before shaking his head at the now 
fleeing Justin and shaking his head. Either something was up or this was the 
strangest encounter he had ever had. Actually, scratch that; it could very well be 
both for all he knew. 


“Don’t come any closer!” 


Ai was climbing up the fence when Justin had made his way up to the rooftop. He 
immediately got the implications, much to his horror. Holy hell, woman, it’s just a 
guy; don’t do this! Justin Immediately ran over to Ai, grabbing at her leg so she 
couldn’t climb any higher. Though she sure as hell was struggling a lot to get it out 
of his grip. 


“Let go!” She shouted at Justin, as though just ordering him to do it was going to be 
enough to convince him. In fact, it seemed to have the exact opposite effect as 
intended, with Justin tightening his grip along the width of her leg. She was 
thrashing around a lot, which was making it hard to hold on, but he had to keep a 
grip on her ‘lest she do something stupid... Well... Stupider. 


“You’re going to have to tear this leg off before | let go!” Justin shouted, glaring at 
her a bit as she looked down upon him, trying to pull her leg away from him. She 
wasn’t having much success, though she had briefly considered taking Justin’s 
advice and letting him rip the damn thing off. She wouldn’t need it much more 
anyway. She was bawling her eyes out at this point, crying like an infant as Justin 
kept tugging at her leg to keep her down. 


“He doesn't like me! He's not interested in the slightest! |...! 1...” Ai hiccupped in 
between her tears, unable to force air into her lungs. She was in complete hysterics 
at this point. Justin could kind of understand how she felt, in a way. It must be a 
terrible feeling to love someone and be unloved back... He certainly knew it was a 
shitty felling to not love someone who loved you, that’s for sure. But suicide wasn’t 
the answer. There were other people out there. And if she really wanted Daisuke, 
she could work for it; try to appeal to him. But killing herself was not the solution. 


“Ai; this ISN’T the answer. Calm down!” Justin tried to stop her. She stopped 
struggling her leg a bit, but she still refused to stop clinging to the fence, she still 
refused to stop bawling her eyes out. Or perhaps it was that she couldn’t; powerless 
against the pain in her heart at the moment. Justin’s eyebrows curved upwards in 
sympathy. He felt god awful for her right now. 


“Guys like pretty girls, don't they!? I'm pretty now! And | had to work hard to 
become this way! But if | can't be loved, then... Then what's the point!?” Ai 
continued to shout back at Justin. Justin sighed slightly. She just didn’t get it. 
Daisuke wasn’t looking for what was on the outside. He was looking for what was on 
the inside. 


“Look... We can talk about this. Just don’t throw your life away for nothing.” Justin 
pleaded with her. For a long while Ai just clinged to that fence, staring down at 
Justin with tears in her eyes. He looked worried out of his goddamned mind, but she 
couldn’t understand why. She knew he didn’t like her dragging him around 
everywhere, she knew he didn’t like her. So why did he even care if she jumped? 


After a while Ai eventually loosened her fingers from between the chain links, letting 
her body slowly descend down the fence. Justin sighed with the most relief he had 
ever had in his life. That could have gone so horribly wrong it wasn’t even funny. 
Justin slowly helped her down as her body came closer to the ground, lending her 
his hand to stabilize herself on the ground. 


“1...” Ai remarked as she sat down, her back leaning against the chain link. It 
seemed it was just starting to dawn upon her what she was trying to do, and it 
showed by the way her entire body was quivering. Justin unzipped and removed his 
jacket, placing it on her shoulders. He didn’t really need it anyway; it was more 
important that she calmed down. And if that meant keeping her warm, so be it. Ai 
was a little surprised by the generosity Justin was exhibiting, but not at all opposed 
to it. 


“Are you alright...?” Justin spoke to her softly. He wanted to call her a fucking idiot 
for trying to pull a stunt like that, for scaring the ever living shit out of him. But he 
knew better. She was in a very fragile mental state right now; she didn’t need Justin 
bitching her out about how reckless that was. Ai stared at him for a moment. She 
just didn’t get it. Why did he stop her? She would think he’d be happy if she 
jumped, finally get her out of his hair. Yet here he was giving her his jacket just so 
she would calm down. She didn’t get it. Not at all. 


“| used to be fat and clumsy... My family was poor, and everyone at school bullied 
me all the time. They used to surround me and say | was gross, or they called me 
names like ‘Piggy-hara’... The boy | had a crush on even told me not to look at him, 
because I'd ‘give him my germs.’ Those awful memories still haunt me in my 
nightmares...” Ai choked up her pain and nightmares aloud to Justin as he knelt 
down to get on eye level with her. Justin bit his bottom lip a bit. He always hated 
hearing about bullying; he knew just how awful it was, how much it could damage a 
person. Ai and Justin were both practically living proof of that, what with one being a 
psychopath and the other trying to jump off a building. 


“That’s terrible...” Justin remarked. Ai only nodded a little bit, agreeing with Justin. 
Terrible was an understatement as far as she was concerned. Surely Justin couldn’t 
understand what she had gone through. No one could. 


“About the time | entered middle school, my family came into their money. 
Everyone got so jealous of us that we ran away... and moved here. | knew this was 
my chance to start over... It was time to show them all... | dieted, got into shape, 
and read every fashion or women's magazine | could get my hands on. | studied 
them like they were textbooks and learned all the secrets-everything from 
attracting guys to smiling better.” Ai confessed, pausing for a moment to let the 
tears roll down her cheeks. “But... 

Ahaha... Looks like... it was all for nothing. | couldn't be loved unless | became 


pretty, and now that | am, | still can't have it. | guess I'm doomed. I'll never be 
loved, will I? It's not like | have any other redeeming qualities...” 


“What the hell are you talking about...?” Justin cut off her little showcase of self- 
pity, much to Ai’s surprise. He didn’t seem angry, just disappointed. He was 
disappointed that she didn’t have any self-confidence, that she couldn’t see the 
solution to all of her troubles right in front of her. “No redeeming qualities? | can 
think of one right now: You’re you. And no matter what anyone tells you, you don’t 
need to try and change for the world. You just need to be yourself, be the REAL Ai; 
not the one that tries to captivate hearts just by looking good. Show the world that 
you’re your own person. And all the world will love you just as long as you are a 
shooting star.” 


Ai stared at Justin for a while, tears still falling from her eyes. She wasn’t crying 
anymore; they just were dripping from their final resting place along her eyelid. In 
fact, she was sort of happy. Happy to see that Justin cared so much for her, that he 
had so much faith in her. She smiled weakly at Justin, who in turn smiled back. It 
might have been something she had to work at, but she really did have a beautiful 
smile. 


“You're... So nice to me. | should've fallen in love with you...” Ai chuckled slightly to 
herself, her face slightly red as the remark left her lips. Justin’s smiled faded away, 
a slight sigh on his breath. Even if she did fall in love with him, he’d just break her 
heart anyway. He loved Chie with all of his, after all... He just couldn’t imagine 
loving anyone else the same way. Besides, Ai wasn’t really his type... At least, not 
the Ai he knew. Who knew, maybe the real Ai was a better person than what he had 
come to expect out of Ebihara. “Haha, just kidding...” 


“Yeah, you better be.” Justin remarked snidely. Ai frowned a bit. She understood it 
was a bit of an inappropriate comment all things considered, so she wasn’t TOO 
offended. At the same point, you would think he’d try to bullshit it a bit, at least 
pretend he’d give it a chance. “Just remember, I’m always here as a friend if you 
need one.” Justin continued, a grin slowly creeping across his face. 


“...You're a weird guy.” Ai remarked, the cracks of her mouth curving upwards the 
tiniest bit. Justin in turn only laughed. The two sat there for a while in complete 
silence, as they just looked out into the distance... Or rather, they had at first, when 
Ai had spotted something slightly odd. “Hey, what are those bandages for.” Justin 
turned his head only slightly to catch her in his line of sight. Crap! He had forgotten 
all about them when he had let her borrow his jacket. Justin starred at his wrists for 
a moment, examining the bandages wrapped around his arms. 


“To remind me.” Justin remarked lifting his arm a bit to get a better view of his arm. 
He very rarely got around to changing the bandages, so they were a dirty mixture of 
white and brown from the accumulated dirt on them. His cuts were still there; 
permanent reminders of his father’s torment, but they were no longer open. He 


didn’t really need to change his bandages other than for appearances; and since no 
one usually saw them, he more often than not left them untouched for weeks at a 
time. It was amazing they hadn’t been ripped to shred s by his shower by now. Ai 
raised her eyebrow in confusion and concern. She was curious now as to what gauss 
bandages could serve as a reminder for. Nothing good she would imagine. 


“Of what?” 


“Hell.” 


